HORSES

Voiceless little bird,

Resting your head half out of your wimple

In the slow dignity of your eternal pause.

Alone, with no sense of being alone.

And hence six times more solitary ;

Fulfilled of the slow passion of pitching through

immemorial ages
Your little round house in the midst of chaos.

Over the garden earth.

Small bird,

Over the edge of all things,                               10

Traveller,

With your tail tucked a little on one side

Like a gentleman in a long-skirted coat.

All life carried on your shoulder.
Invincible fore-runner.
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WHO, in the garden pony carrying skeps

Of grass or fallen leaves, his knees gone slack.

Round belly 3 hollow back.

Sees the Mongolian Tarpan of the Steppes ?

Or, in the Shire with plaits and feathered feet,    20

The war-horse like the wind the Tartar knew ?

Or, in the Suffolk Punch, spells out anew

The wild grey asses fleet

With stripe from head to tail, and moderate ears ?

In cross sea-donkeys, sheltering as storm gathers,

The mountain zebras maned upon the withers.

With round enormous ears ?